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MANUSCRIPTS

To Find Joy
Pat McTarsney

I

read the poem, but I did m ore ; I drifted into the forest and
heard the rhythmic footfalls of the man who walked .before
me. I, too, heard the enchanter's
song; and drunk with ~he
beauty of the sound I felt recr et that I could not escape with
him from the miseri~s of maI~ I closed the book; but instead
of laying it aside to continue
my work, I listened intently to
catch the fading notes of the bircl's song.
It faded .out as my
thoughts turned to other things.
Is man's life an l11escapab~e
snare, or might joy surpass sorrows?
Then as the song agam
passed through rny mind, I thought of the magnitude
of na~ure,
?f the beauty of the forest, of the magnificence
of the nig'htingale's song, and I was certain that no man's sorrow was so
great tl:at he could not find joy in the nightingale's
world. What
would It be like to live in that world?
"That thou, ligllt-win,gec! Dryad of tile trees,
In. melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless.
Singest of summer in full-throated
ease."
Song, trees, shadows-numberless
shadows.
Again I was tral~sported into solitude and the forest, ariel all thoughts
of grief
and pam were banished
by the heavy balm of nature.
Surrounded by the haOTant silence
I had found peace.
"I
b
,
.
cannot see what llowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, 111 embalmed darkness, guess each sweet
vVherewlth the seasonable rnonth endows
The grass, the thicket and the fruit-tree
wild ;-"
Nature hac! removed my son~o\v, but I had not found joy. I had
found only restful contentment,
the line which few men go
beyond; but somewhere
in this shadowy
world J{eats found
supr~rne JOY; and In 'some way I too must find it.
" ~hen as I groped for that evasive joy, the song .of the
nightingaleHllo.;
the dark evening; and I recalled these lines.
A way! ~lway! for I will fly to thee,
~ at chanotec1 by Bacchus and his pards,
.Ilu t on .the viewle:;s wings of: Posey-"
Surely, t his nig'ht iugale world nru st hav c been Keat~;' poetry,
:lis i1lspiration, l.lis :'1orl(1. and lii". joy.
As the liquid song
..caut.v
of: the niglitingale's
world was real, and perhaps
the
flowed from the bird, my own joy beo'an to mount like bubbles
all a summer's
day, and then I kne~.
For Keats the poetic
nightingale's
world was his life-our
world bis dream.

